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Kornilov and many of our contemporary great and glorious heroes died such a
glorious death . . .
And now the sweet, long-awaited, long-desired resurrection hymn is heard
and the arches of the church resound with the words : "Christ is Risen !" And the
heart beats joyfully. O Death, where is thy sling ? Where, Hell, thy victory ?
Christ is Risen! Your soul echoes the words : Christ indeed is risen ! Why,
then, weep, lament? There is no death: man has eternal life. No, the brave
warrior, defender of his native land, is not dead beyond recall. Enemy bullets
may have pierced his body, but his soul and his sacred love of his country live
on for ever.
There is general exultation of the congregation. The voices of the choir re-
echo in the lofty arches of the church. What could be more meaningful, more
profound, than the Easter hymn, the oft-repeated "Christ is Risen" ?
And now another picture. Outside the church on the public square Easter
mattins is in progress. Here the still night is broken by the sonorous song of
the people : "Christ is Risen !" A crowd of many thousands sings the Easter
hymn in unison : the children of one Father are singing, assembled in one
common joy.
Christ is Risen! The corner-stone of all Christian faith. There is nothing
on earth more precious than the tidings : "Christ is Risen !" How joyful one
feels as the priest proclaims them: "Christ is Risen!"
This sets the tone to the whole of the Easter service. Like an electric current
the words vibrate through the crowd: "Christ is Risen !" Like a refreshing and
life-giving storm the mighty words of conviction: "Indeed is risen," ring out,
strengthening faith and bringing sweet tears of happiness to people's eyes. A
burst of holy rapture convulses human breasts and pours out impetuously,
elementally, uniting and blending together all Christians, all mankind into a
single whole, into one heart aflame with sacred fire.
For now inside and outside the cathedral people are assembled in brotherhood
to celebrate victory over death. Their voices echo and blend in a solemn, world-
filling hymn of praise to Christ. May it transfuse the sky and touch all the earth
with a tremor of joy on this Easter midnight, victorious and triumphant as the
roaring of the ocean waves.
May this midnight hymn bring joy and consolation too to those who have
lost their dear ones, fathers, mothers, wives or children, and say to them that
their loss is only a temporary one.
How much this mighty paschal hymn can teach us! It teaches us love for
the suffering and especially for children, deprived of mother's love and father's
care. And the sacred fire of love for children has already been kindled: a great
number of patriotic citizens have taken it upon themselves to replace the maternal
care and affection for children whose parents have perished in the war.
A fine and splendid beginning has been made by the women of the CuRed
Hero" organization, who have adopted children left without mothers and
kindred. Their noble action is respected by the people.
And among us in Kuibyshev too, many women patriots have followed their
example. But how many children there are, homesick and longing for their
mother's care! Think of this, women,, as you rejoice today at this Easter
celebration.
Mother, wife, patriot, can you remain indifferent to the thought that the life
and happiness of a little orphaned child may depend on you ? Go today to
the childrens' homes and schools, succour the little ones' wounds, warm them